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Summary:
A single plan can have multiple purposes. Just because you seek one goal with a plan doesn't mean you can't seek several others with the same plan. For example, Ashley's current plan involves figuring out what could possibly make Andy go and give all of her deserved attention to that whore Julia. It also involves scaring her away from her dear Andy, and doing massive damage to Julia in a way where she'll never stop thinking about Ashley, especially every time she sees Andrew. It's a good plan, no matter how much her brother thinks she can't make those.

Notes:
(See the end of the work for notes.)

Work Text:
Trapsing across the field of leaves, felt the cold autumn wind just about penetrating her thick clothing. The problem with how she usually dressed was, it made dressing incognito significantly harder than it would be otherwise. If she were all pastel purples and pinks, she’d look totally different in an all black getup. But she already wore that, she had black hair, and she was as pale as she could physically get. So it just looked like her. To that effect, she’d chosen layers for today. It looked slightly like overkill against the temperature, but not so much so that it looked out of place. She just looked sensitive to the cold. Which she actually was, due to her general lifestyle.

This was important however. Sure, she had this planned out from all sorts of angles, but that was the point. Her bases were covered multiple ways. This wouldn’t blow up in her face. If Andrew believed Julia, which that asshole probably would, he’d have to lie about it. Otherwise, he would be put in the position of then being involved with police proceedings against her, which would of course lead to his own arrest. So he wouldn’t do anything about it. But that’s if Julia even had the gall to tell him. She took Andy away from her all the time, and she knew, she absolutely knew Julia had to know that Andy would always be hers.

Leyley continued to cut through the campus grounds, carving her own personal desire paths across the school. They’d reconnected in college. So cliché. If she’d gone to college instead, this never would have happened. The leaves continued to crunch under the oversized boots she was wearing, multiple pairs of socks worn to fill them out. Andrew thought she couldn’t plan, couldn’t think ahead. Andrew thought she was stupid, irrational, out of control, unable to think anything out. Andrew could go fuck himself.

Leyley’s coat, shirt, hoodie combo served the dual purpose of enlarging her frame and hiding her breasts. Sure she was small, and that could only be reasonably helped so much, but guys could be small. The less obviously sexed she looked, the more likely any passerby would not be able to guess. Baggy cargo pants completed the look. She wished she had something like sunglasses, but wearing sunglasses at late evening was no more effective than wearing sunglasses at night.

Ashley knew how to get to Julia’s dorm room. She lived alone there, all the better to fuck her brother. Sure, it wasn’t soundproof, but that’s what the tape and the knife were for. She didn’t need to kill this one, and she didn’t want to risk making this “Andrew” phase permanent. Andy was hers and hers alone. What made this fucking whore so attractive to her brother? What did she have that was so fucking great? Well, she was going to find out.

A bit of social manipulation later, she slipped inside. It wasn’t anything complex. Hide in wait for someone to start exiting the building, start approaching before they get to the door but don’t arrive first, speed up when they got to the door. Of course they held the door for her. A nod and a grunt was all the communication needed. The entire building was lit by brutal fluorescent lighting. It felt less like a place people lived than a place where people were kept. None of this was helped by the absolute antipathy towards interior design. White brick walls, some of the most elementary school building shit you’ve ever seen. If she didn’t know her destination, she’d totally get lost.

Ashley made a beeline to the stairs. The less people that saw her up close, the better. No need for this case to be able to be solved without Andy’s help. Though if he did help, that would mean the end of both of them. Leyley decided not to think about that. The stairwell wasn’t any better lit, only now they hadn’t bothered with paint. The guardrails were red. That was a nice touch. Up she went to Julia’s floor. Thankfully, they didn’t lock their stairwells from the inside. That would be a pain. Hard to sneak out for a chance meeting in a stairwell.

The hall still wasn’t any better. If there was one positive thing she could say about this shithole, it was that they understood the importance of thematic coherence. Room 3711 was her destination. There could not be over 700 rooms on this floor alone, right? They had to be using some weird number scheme. She tried to think of how they could be doing that as she made her trip down the hallways. Tonight was a good choice. Most students were off, some holiday or something, and so very few people were home. Not Julia though. She wanted to spend it with Andy. That piece of shit brother stealing skank-ass cunt.

She found her destination. Right now, Julia was out with her brother, of course. That was also what made it the perfect time. Both of them would be too busy being disgusting to think about her. They’d be overjoyed to be rid of her. Neither of them would consider what she could be doing while they were out, because that would require thinking about what she needed. Leyley looked around for a moment to make sure the coast was clear. These locks were trash, she could pick this before Andy stopped picking his nose.

The satisfying click of the door unlocking rang out, and she had to resist jumping and cheering for joy. It was almost time. Now all she had to do was slip inside, get in Julia’s closet, and wait for her to go to bed. Andy wouldn’t want to sleep without her, after all. That would mean Julia would see all those bad parts. And unlike some people, she’d probably piece it together, and then what would he do? Tell her how he murdered her best friend? Dating the victim’s best friend, Andy really was a piece of shit. He leads on her best friend, kills her, and then dates her instead? Leyley was impressed by his savagery. Too bad she was on the receiving end. It would have been so nice if he’d put those efforts to something she’d enjoy. Like tonight, for example.

Leyley was always a little impressed how much Julia had done with the aesthetically coherent shithole. It was amazing what blankets on walls and posters could do for a place. Still, it was all poser shit anyways. “Uhh… Ashely? Don’t they like, promote suicide?” the dumb bitch had said to her once about her favorite band. No fucking shit Julia! Get some fucking taste you stupid fucking whore! Did your favorite band invent a subgenre? No? Then go fuck yourself!

Ashley breathed, doing her best to calm herself. It was not easy to stay calm without Andy around. Andy. Not that poorly crafted person suit he called Andrew. Whatever. The cunt would be home soon, and she’d never forget who was in charge here. And she’d finally understand what in the absolute fuck Andrew saw this pathetic fucking cocksleeve.

Leyley waited, and she waited, and she waited. It was agonizing. It was so unfair to her, It was like torture just counting the minutes in that closet, getting ever so closer to flipping out and abandoning part of the element of surprise. But no, she controlled herself just long enough to hear the door open. She paused. Did she remember to relock it behind her? Would Julia be on higher alert?

From what she could hear, and the little she could see of bounced light being added, Julia was at least just finishing up her day as usual. She didn’t call out for anyone or seem to be going around looking, and Ashley had not heard someone on the phone yet. She steadied her breathing. If she ended up getting herself found by panicking about getting found, that would be the dumbest shit ever. Absolutely not.

The bedroom light turned on. Ashley’s eyes adjusted, and she peered through the slits in the closet door. Julia was getting undressed, it looked like. Off came those criminally cute arm warmers. Leyley considered making her put them back on. Off came her tanktop. Wow, her tits were tiny. Not even a bra, and fully contained. Was that it? Was onii-san a lolicon? Sure, he wacked off to that shit, but he wacked off to a lot of shit. She wacked off to that shit, sometimes stolen from him, and she didn’t need a bitch to be itty bitty. He fucked humans, but she’d seen him beating his dick to those animatronics, so it’s not like everything he beat his dick to was exclusive. She couldn’t look the part, but she sure could be his imouto in other ways.

Leyley noticed how those freckles continued all over her pale body. Another thing Leyley couldn’t do. Well, maybe. Could she get tons of little tiny dot tans? Like with a mesh or something? No, but then they’d fade. So that wasn’t an option. Maybe there was something she could inject. If she was going to go that far, she might as well get a breast reduction to really look the part. Julia sat down gently on the bed and began removing her shoes. Sneakers. So, they’d done something more involving walking than looking pretty. Good to know. The sneakers came off, followed by her black socks. Leyley noted that she had cute feet, but felt she was still better in those regards.

All that were left were the pants. And in a second, they sure went. Black skinny jeans, of course. Typical. And basic bitch Walmart panties, grey. So, not a horny date. Good to know also. Those quickly went too, all the clothes tossed in a pile in the corner. Leyley inspected Julia’s body from afar. As far as she could tell, Julia was exceptionally well-shaved. She was very pale, and she wasn’t a dye job, so the complete lack of pubic and body hair was a little impressive. Again, they were tied for this, so she didn’t see what the appeal was.

Julia got up and began to approach the closet. Quickly, Leyley went for the knife in her pants pocket, a nice and absolutely illegal pocket knife she bought off some robed guy on the street. With a purple hilt, no less. She pulled it out and held it with a death grip, watching every small movement from Julia. Julia paused. Shit, had she made too much noise? No, Julia walked over to a part of the room Leyley couldn’t see, and when she was back in the line of sight she had a towel. So, it was shower time, huh? Well, a bathroom assault could be fun, there was always the risk she’d get seen on the approach and that would lose so much effect.

Leyley returned to the wait, trying to count the seconds to pass the time. Eventually, she heard the water turn off. Back Julia came, still actively drying herself all over. Such bending and posing, if Leyley didn’t know any better she’d think it was a show for her. As Julia bent over and gave a perfect view of her pussy, Leyley felt her cock start to stiffen. If fucking this bitch was good enough to take Andy away from her, this was going to be incredible.

After drying off with the towel, Julia used a hair drier to finish drying her hair. This nightly routine was dragging on forever. The wait to strike plan had severe drawbacks. It was so fucking boring. She was going to kill herself if this bitch didn’t get to bed soon. Fuck, that would be a good way to ruin their relationship. Her corpse found in Julia’s closet? They’d totally look into why Julia would have a grudge against her and solve that old case. Then Andy would be fuuuuucked. Leyley suppressed a giggle.

Finally, the bitch was going the fuck to sleep. Andy had mentioned she snored, so that was going to be the signal that it was time to strike. It only took another thirty minutes. Ashley was absolutely going to take this out on Julia later. Finally, Ashley carefully and quietly came out of the closet. She gripped the knife with a steady hand, and slid alongside her brother’s sleeping girlfriend’s bed. Now, finally, after hours of waiting, it was time to strike. Leyley pounced on Julia, shoving the knife to her throat and her hand over Julia’s mouth. Julia expectedly woke in terror and tried to scream, so Leyley headbutted her. It hurt, but it was worth it. The combination of things shocked Julia into silence.

“Hey there sleeping beauty, how’s it hanging? Hang around any strange, deranged, pathetic boys lately?” Leyley mocked, Julia’s eyes showing that she finally registered who was doing this to her.

“Well look at that!” Leyley’s fake cheer was even more obvious with the fake-yell whisper voice she was using to keep her volume down. “You do remember your victims after all. Now, as your stupid fucking walnut of a brain may have noticed, there’s a knife to your cockgullet. Scream, you’re dead. So, I’m gonna move my fuckin hand, and you are not going to scream. Got it?” Julia nodded yes, and Leyley slowly removed her hand. To her relief, Julia kept her end of the deal.

“L-Leyley?! W-what’s going o-on?!” Julia had adopted Leyley’s whisper-yelling technique to put emphasis on her words.

“Hmm, I think I have a knife to your throat.” Leyley rolled her eyes. What, did he just like dumb bimbo whores?

“O-okay, but w-w-w-why?” Julia was always anxious, but the level of stammer in her voice truly showed just how close to a panic attack she was.

“So you don’t scream.” Leyley irritatedly explained to her victim.

“W-what are you going to do?” Julia rephrased her question, eyes darting around, perhaps hoping this was some deranged prank.

“Well, I was sitting at home, alone, thinking. I have a lot of time to think when you’re with my brother. And I’m alone.” Leyley took a moment to breathe and Julia mistook this as her turn to talk.

“Your ob-obsession w-with him? T-that’s what this is a-about?!” Julia’s voice almost broke into a yell, and Leyley’s knife pressed a little bit harder into her throat.

“Don’t you ever fucking present it as something so crass as mere obsession.” Leyley let the words linger in the air, the understanding of how serious she was right now burning into Julia’s head.

“So anyways, as I was saying before I was oh so very rudely interrupted, I got to thinking.” Leyley looked up in a mock-ponderous fashion. “What is it that she has that I don’t have? Why her? What makes her so much better than me?” Leyley paused, wondering if Julia was stupid enough to interject again. She was not.

“And you know, while I was watching you from your bedroom closet ever since you got home, I just can’t seem to figure it out. Is it because you look underage? Is it the freckles? Dammit, is it your shit taste in music?” Leyley laughed at her own diss. Somehow, that actually managed to make Julia even more upset than she already was. Sore spot for the girl who had a Nickleback phase.

“Well, it all leads me back to the same conclusion I came to originally. You must be a fucking goddess in bed. You’ve gotta fuck like a god to make him betray me, right?” Leyley looked back down at Julia with sadistic glee in her eyes. Julia finally figured out what Leyley was here to do to her. She didn’t scream, she didn’t try to fight, she just silently cried. There was no way out of this. Ashley, well… she didn’t know the full story or anything, but she knew Ashley was dangerous. They grew up together, they used to be a part of the same friend group. Julia knew that Leyley Graves was a threat. Why else would she be so understanding of Andrew’s behavior? She understood, her mom used him as the seal to contain this beast. She just feared the beast would overtake the seal and become one with it.

“So, here’s how it’s going to go.” Ashley pulled two pairs of handcuffs out of her cargo pants pockets and slid off Julia. Julia was obedient and didn’t try to make any attempt to escape. “Right now, I’m gonna cuff you up. By the way, thanks for sleeping naked. You really made this easier.” Julia would absolutely never sleep naked again. Leyley tore the blankets off of Julia and cuffed her up, her wrists and ankles bound. “Now, I’m gonna get changed.” Leyley turned on the lights and began to strip down. Not sexily, but like someone getting ready to change into a work uniform, or out of a hazmat suit. Off went the jacket and the hoodie and the shirt underneath. Off went the boots and the socks and the socks and the socks. Off went the pants. Now all that was left was her black lace frilly bra with red rose embroidery, and her matching crotchless panties that perfectly framed her seven inch cock, three to four inches around depending on bloodflow.

“Wait…” Julia said, eyes wide and staring at Leyley’s member.

“It’s need to know information and you never needed to know.” Leyley coldly spat at her. Julia shrugged. She didn’t see that coming, but she supposed she didn’t have much in the capacity of shock left for tonight. Leyley looked to the bed and considered how to do the next step. The back of the bed had a “headboard” just made of steel bars, so that was perfect. She walked over, uncuffed one hand, looped the cuffs around a bar, and recuffed Julia’s hands, restraining them from moving further.

“Alright, so I’m going to uncuff your legs now. If you try to hurt me, I will hurt you, understood? There’s no way to escape this now.” Leyley explained the situation to her so mechanically. Some part of Julia realized that Leyley knew how to talk to someone in shock. Julia shook her head in agreement. Leyley crawled up on the bed, at Julia’s feet, and undid the cuffs on Julia’s ankles. Freed, Leyley softly rubbed the slight burn it had left. It was… soothing. Gentle. Julia accepted it.

“Right, so you know what’s up next.” Leyley looked her in the eye. Julia nodded. “Say it.”

“You’re going to rape me.” Julia’s voice had lost the panicked stammer. A part of her was outside herself now. Leyley smiled, a cruel, evil smile, and shook with joy.

“Say it again?” Leyley cooed.

“You’re going to rape me.” Julia repeated, sounding exactly the same as last time.

“That’s right! Now you’ll have had both my cock and my brother’s cock in your cave!” If Julia could still react properly, she’d have winced at Leyley’s phrasing. “Just like a whore like you deserves.” The change in tone felt like the air temperature dropped by several degrees.

Leyley spread Julia’s legs and crawled up, getting ready to position her hard cock at Julia’s entrance. To her surprise though, Julia was wet. “Holy fucking shit, are you enjoying this?” Leyley looked back to Julia, awaiting response.

“No.” Julia quietly replied. It was true. She wasn’t. Her body just wanted to survive and did what it needed to to protect itself. Leyley brought a fist down on Julia’s stomach, hard, her bra scraping against Julia’s pubic region. Julia buckled and gasped in pain, but managed to bite her lip hard enough to not yell.

“Don’t you fucking lie to me!!” Leyley failed to control her volume. She realized it as soon as it happened, and hoped that even if someone heard, they misunderstood the situation. Julia gasped for air, and once she regained her composure, she replied honestly. Like an idiot.

“I’m not lying.” The words had a less whiny tone than one might have expected, still as flat as ever. This time, Leyley leaned more forward and slammed her fist down on Julia’s sternum. Winded, hurting, and stunned, she gasped out in pain. Leyley used this as an excuse to bite her thigh. Julia bit down so hard on her lip to hush herself this time that it drew blood.

“See? That’s what happens when you lie. Tell me the truth. You’re loving this right now, aren’t you? You’re loving that your boyfriend’s tranny little sister is about to rape you, right?” Leyley smiled massively, a smile that contained no compassion. Julia paused, forcing herself to think. She had to say whatever Ashley wanted her to say.

“Yes. I love it.” Julia dryly intoned. This time she managed to get away with a slap to one of her meager tits.

“Convince me.” Ashley spat. Julia forced herself to take more control still, now having to actively think of the correct words to say.

“Please… please rape me, Ashley. I want you to rape me. It’s all I’ve ever wanted. I only dated Andrew to get close to you. I knew you’d do this eventually. Please do it.” Julia gave the acting performance of a lifetime. Leyley actually questioned if she was legit for a moment, before remembering the very telling series of events that all led them here.

“Good girl.” Leyley kindly said, stroking Julia’s hair. Julia hated that it actually felt reassuring. Leyley sat back up and got back into position, lining her hard cock up with Julia’s dripping cunt. Without any fanfare, she slammed right into Julia, all seven inches, her cock fully erect, deep into Julia. To her shame, Julia moaned. “Fuck yeah babe!!” Leyley exclaimed. She had not expected that. Despite her powerful start, she kept the early stages otherwise normal, just fucking Julia like any normal person. It wasn’t nearly enough to make her cum, she was just warming Julia up. She added a bit of fingerplay to Julia’s clit, just to force her to feel something good, and that happened to serve the purpose of making Julia less of a dead fuck. The girl just couldn’t help herself, writhing and moaning from the skillful stimulation Leyley was putting her through.

Leyley didn’t let her cum just yet either. Without warning, she pulled out of Julia and took a moment. “Alright, I think I’m lubed up enough. How about you?” Leyley asked Julia, who knew what answer she was supposed to give even without being certain what the question meant.

“Absolutely.” Julia said, fake excitement poorly masking her numbness.

“Well then let’s go!” Leyley grabbed her by the hips and shifted her a bit. She moved one hand to her cock and lined it up with Julia’s asshole.

“W-w-wait! I’ve… I’ve n-never done i-it before!” Julia suddenly stammered out. Leyley laughed, hard, the sort of cruel laugh you hear from a playground bully.

“You mean Aaaandy hasn’t fucked that ass yet? My dear, sweet, ass loving Aaaaandy? You know, he’s grabbing my ass all the time. How about that?” Leyley smirked. Julia didn’t want to believe it was true, but there was something the look in Leyley’s eyes, that sadistic truth spark of glee, that made her know it was. “I’m so honored that you chose me to fuck you in the ass first!” Leyley acted as though her words were genuine. Julia knew to go along with it.

“Y-you’re so b-beautiful. I had to.” She was doing remarkably well at keeping the façade going. It wouldn’t fool someone who didn’t know it was a façade, but it was good enough to placate Leyley.

“Well, thank you.” And with that, Leyley shoved her cock in Julia’s ass. Julia screamed out in pain, but Leyley didn’t lash out at her this time. She figured there’d been enough noises by now to sell that these were just average sex noises, and hey, sometimes pain is involved in that. Leyley pounded away as Julia’s virgin asshole, but this time she wasn’t so gentle with the rest of her. Leyley’s nails dug and tore into Julia’s tits and chest, her teeth biting hard into Julia’s soft flesh. Uncountable numbers of marks, streaks and bites and bruises and hickies began forming all over Julia’s pale, speckled flesh. Julia slipped further back out of her mind, enough for the masochist in her to be able to enjoy it detached from all the rest of the situation, to give Leyley the performance she wanted. She seemed to be quite into it, too. She really was going to town on Julia’s ass. She was obliquely aware she should worry about damage.

Finally, after an indiscernible amount of time, Leyley’s movements began to go erratic. She shivered and spasmed as she thrusted in and out more and more irregularly of Julia’s tight ass. Her thrusts were slowing, her assaults on Julia’s now bloody and bruised chest were ceased, and she began to stay deeper and deeper in Julia’s ass with every thrust.

Meanwhile, Leyley was feeling incredible. Julia’s pussy had been nothing to write home about, although it was hardly bad. Still, it had nothing on this incredible ass of hers. It was squeezing Leyley’s cock like a vice grip, even after all this abuse. Truly, it was a commendable asshole. But Julia had never given it to Andy, so clearly that wasn’t the allure. Still, she felt good in here, and that was it’s own reward. She was so, so very close to the edge. She just needed one thing. She closed her eyes and, just for a moment, convinced herself it was Andy’s asshole she was filling. And with that, she came. Her balls shot a bigger load than she ever imagined she still could, round after round after round filling Julia’s once-virgin asshole up with her cum. She collapsed down onto Julia, her entire chest getting soaked in Julia’s blood. Julia struggled to breathe, but was also relieved it had ended. Leyley’s cock still lay buried to the hilt in her ass, but she was done fucking her.

Then Leyley got up, seemingly good as new. “Alright, your turn!” Without explaining, Leyley slid down Julia’s body, her face now between Julia’s legs, Julia’s blood on Leyley’s chest soaking onto the bed. “Don’t fuckin say I don’t care.” Leyley growled up at her. She softly licked between Julia’s labia, eliciting a soft hitch in her victim’s breath. Leyley smirked to herself, knowing this would work. She continued her soft motions, Julia’s hips softly writhing as she did, both trying to buck upwards for penetration and downwards for clitoral stimulation. Leyley just continued to tease.

Julia felt herself in agony. The pure base instinct she was surviving on followed the base signals of her body. It was enjoying this. But the rest of herself, which had been stepping out of the room as often as possible, did not. It was a torment of paradoxical pleasure and agony. Leyley was some sort of demon, she had to be. She couldn’t be a person. She couldn’t put someone through all this for such an insane so-called “slight”. But she was. She was a person. For one, she’d known Ashley longer than she knew Andrew even. For two, demons don’t exist. Julia heard her voice cry out. “Just fuck me already, please!” Her voice begged. She wished she could silence it.

“Okay!! That’s all you had to say!” Leyley said as though she were a proud parent teaching her toddler to use her words. And with that, Leyley dove in and assaulted her clit. Her tongue started work, tracing spirals and letters and patterns and who knows what else into Julia’s most sensitive spot. Then she began using her lips too, sucking on her, rolling her around between them. Julia thrusted her cunt in Leyley’s face, who just rode it with glee. Her body was demanding more, completely oblivious to the context.

Leyley loved this. She was driving Julia insane with lust, her pathetic little victim, the whore her brother tried to replace her with. She had this piece of shit begging for her tongue, her mouth, her body. Andy had cheated on her with Julia, and now Julia had cheated on him with her. Balance. It felt so peaceful to feel that balance be restored. In something akin to gratitude, Leyley began softly using her teeth in conjunction with everything else. Julia’s legs began spasming, erratically kicking at nothing at all, her body too overwhelmed to properly function. She adored it. Breaking this bitch down, it was wonderful. Finally, Julia’s thrusting began to change from a constantly repeated motion to a hard, jerky one. She knew Julia was getting close, so she slid two fingers into Julia’s absolutely dripping hole, expertly targeting the freckled girl’s g-spot.

“O-oh-oh-o-oh fu-fu-fuck!!! Ashley, fuck!!” Julia cried out. Leyley cringed at her using her name, that was hardly stealth, but then also realized that this certainly would also make it sound pretty consensual to anyone who heard that. So, a win overall. Leyley continued her labors until Julia’s body rigidly jerked up, her hips as high as possible, while her shoulders spasmed. Leyley didn’t move or let go, and to her surprise she was in the splash zone as Julia squired all over her face. She licked as much as she could off as Julia continued to spasm on the bed, blood and sweat and squirt having absolutely ruined the fabric. Leyley slid up next to her as though they were a couple and cuddled up to her.

Julia’s mind went blank. She thought perhaps by not being in the room for it, she wouldn’t really feel the orgasm. Instead, she got yanked fully back into her body and processed everything as it was happening. It felt amazing. And that was the worst part. She didn’t want any of this! She didn’t! She really really didn’t! It wasn’t her! It wasn’t her that enjoyed this! It was just the body! Not her! And then she fell into the orgasmic blackness and was flooded with absolute pleasure.

As Julia came back to, she realized she was in full control still. Unfortunately. She was locked in, she couldn’t dissociate her way out of this one. Leyley looked down at her with a warm and loving smile, and yet she felt no warmth or love coming from it. It was chilling, if anything. “Did you enjoy that, Julia?” She didn’t have to lie. She really wished she had to lie.

“Y-yes. It… it was amazing.” Julia wanted to break down and cry, sob, scream, fight, something. But she didn’t.

“Haha! I knew it! I’m damn good. And honestly, you’re not half bad yourself. Still a brother stealing whore piece of shit I want to cut open and choke to death with her own innards, but you know, a good fuck.” Leyley laughed as though that was a normal thing to say. “So, tell the truth. Was I better than Andy?” Julia couldn’t lie. She so wished she could lie, she didn’t want Leyley to know this.

“Yes, you were. I… I’ve never squirted before.” Julia admitted, blushing intensely, still unable to cry.

“Well now you have. And tell you what? Keep away from my brother and maybe I’ll come back and visit you sometime.” Leyley smiled happily, and Julia’s blood went cold. How was she ever supposed to act normal with Andrew again? How could they make this work? How could she look him in the eye? How could she even talk to him without sobbing? And if it did destroy them, then… she’d be doing what Leyley said. She’d be keeping away from him. And Leyley would visit. Again. But if she did keep strong, well, she didn’t think Leyley had limits.

“Ugh, I really don’t want to clean all this up. It’s your place after all, you deal with it. I’ve got enough to deal with at home.” Leyley casually uncuffed Julia, freeing her wrists. It was only now did the two girls notice they were bleeding. “Huh, guess that saves you some time.” Leyley laughed at her cruel joke. “So, I’m gonna get going. I think it goes without saying, you’ll die if you ever tell anyone about this. Oh, except Andrew. You can tell him. Let’s see if he believes you, though. Let’s see if he even wants to.” Julia already knew she could never tell Andrew about this. Leyley got dressed nonchalantly, humming some tune that Julia didn’t recognize. Julia just continued to lay there, doing nothing, just watching her rapist get ready to go. Leyley finished getting dressed and put away all her stuff. Before turning to go, she leaned over and softly kissed Julia on the lips, like she loved her. Then she turned and headed for the door.

“Alrighty then! I’m off! See you around, sweetcheeks!” And with that, she left the bedroom. Julia listened, and she heard Leyley leave out the door, too. Now she was alone, unless Leyley faked leaving and was still laying in wait for another round, or to just kill her after giving her false hope. She didn’t care. It didn’t matter. Julia began softly sobbing to herself, barely noticing how matted with blood her long black hair had become. She wasn’t going to die or anything, it looked way worse than it was, but how could she even show any of her body to Andrew like this? Every inch above her waist, and plenty below, was marked up by his sister. The more she looked at it, the more she knew she saw those same bites on him sometimes. He’d know. Julia began to cry, at first softly, and then in a torrential downpour into her pillow. It was over. Leyley had him.